American’s are not the least bit concerned about how their actions affect other people until they come 
back upon them; you know, sow and reap. When they suffer people squeal why does not someone do something 
to help us! Make more laws protect us from us!! Why didn’t you help when opportunity presented to do so 
instead of serving as useful idiots ignoring the problems as none of my business. See First They Came...it 
applies to you especially Amerika. From a Socialist nation, which calls itself Democratic, that created and 
violently enforced impressment draft in staffing its Military behemoth, it also produced the VA beast to care for 
the surviving victims sacrificed through that to ignoble ideals of Patriotism and War. Surviving Vets have 
another chance to suffer and die for their country right here on American soil. Is that not special? 
America loves her Vets when out of sight, mind and forgotten; it holds and worships perceptions of us as a 
Hollywood fantasy not reality. Is it any wonder why for over a century Military and Veterans received and still 
get such lousy care from the US? Nearly every guy in my high school senior class, as those senior classes before 
us, upon receiving our diploma at graduation, knew in weeks that followed a US government draft notice would 
arrive by USPS inviting each one of us to a war in Vietnam. War none of us started or wished to wage; war that 
press ganged each draftee into ‘patriotic duty’ at gunpoint with violence of US impressment laws fingering the 
trigger. How many more were drafted by a corrupt legal system that gave many men this choice: Army or Jail 
[Press gang or impressment: A government act of seizing for public use or of impressing civilians into public 
service- see jury duty; to draft by force civilian men into Military service.] Often charged for minor, fabricated 
offenses created for the purpose, scared, 18 year old boys or sometimes younger, legally considered as young 
men, while under influence of a Military recruiter posing as a counterfeit court appointed lawyer, were given a 
choice by the bench: Army or jail. The whole set up was a kangaroo trial arrangement between DOD and US 
judicial systems. Express-lane, drive through Military impressment around the regular one. I refuse to call it a 
‘justice’ system because it is not; prejudiced fits better. The Socialist idea of voluntary compliance and freedom 
at gunpoint. 








America died January 21, 1977 with a final betrayal by the US National Socialist Party announced 
by its puppet leader President Jimmy Carter. I speak strictly for me but many of my comrades share the 
sentiment, too. Any Patriotic Sacrifice is for suckers and usually leads to betrayal of the sacrificial victims. The 
latter symbolizes that fact entirely. For me, America died on January 21, 1977. On that day of infamy, the 
Carter administration and America disgraced, betrayed and scapegoated us for doing our duty and rewarded 
those who did not. That single act downgraded all US war wounded, crippled and deaths to less than worthless. 
All that with Buffy St. Marie's, ‘Universal Soldier” scapegoat, propaganda song playing in the background. 
Never have I seen so many loyalist sacrifices wasted so badly by America. Why not, it wastes everything 
else. I have no gripe with the hundreds of thousands of men and women who risked prison protesting Vietnam 
War and draft. I harbor no ill will against Hanoi Jane Fonda for publicly taking her stand protesting the same. 
Someone among ‘American Sheeple’ flocks had to muster the guts ending those injustices. Along with us, they 
too were the true victims of wrong-headed, Socialistic injustice and national policy. Protesters and US Military 
shared a common bond; blamed by a coward state for losing an unwinnable Vietnam War that US National 
Socialists owned in toto. I still take exception to a country that punished and dishonored US Armed Forces and 
Veterans for admirably doing our duty while rewarding those people who did not. I still take issue with a 
homeland that forced War protesters, and draftees marched to war at gunpoint, into the position of civil 
disobedience against abusive government prejudice in the first place. The draft ended quietly without fanfare. 
The Socialists defeated and disgraced by ‘we the people’s’ civil noncompliance against its tyranny, had to blame 
a whipping—boy. To save face, through a Presidential, national, public announcement, the US blamed its 
Military in toto. It had to be us, for Socialism is never wrong. This country hung all military service members 
and Vets on the same gallows pole. I cannot claim Armed Forces duty to America as my favorite mistake; 
however, it ranks second only by a hair. 





The Day America Died °** 

America died January 21, 1977. The Neo-Socialist Jimmy Carter administration granted full pardon and 
amnesty, full US benefits free and for nothing, to those who refused to earn them. I never forgot that day of 
national scapegoatism, recalling vividly everything about it, as a national disgrace to all US military and its 
Veterans. After Carter’s Address to the Nation speech, our military base all but completely closed. Reservation 
flags hung at half—mast except for one, which hung half-mast and upside down. Taps played on loudspeakers, 


set to low volume, all day and evening. I do not think anyone noticed; shell-shock does that to a body. NCO and 
Officer’s clubs were freely open to all personnel: we were members and non—members in kind. Rank was not an 
issue. They were full. None were festive. The atmosphere was one of a silent requiem and funeral: ours. 
Something in each uniformed person died that day. Few talked much if at all; some cussed, some cried openly, 
the rest cursed and wept alone within the darkness of his or her wounded soul. I still recall my thoughts. What 
in hell’s name am I doing?! Why am I here?! What is the point?! The country I serve just knifed me in the back. 
Why suffer to earn what is now freely available to anyone; I quit. I’m going AWOL. Sitting nearby, a Senior 
Master Sergeant dressed in full uniform read my mind; he said, “Don’t do it. They will hunt YOU down like a 
dog; no mercy, no pardon; son, let it go.” Suddenly, a far away ghost barked, which briefly roused me from 
shell-shock: ‘Take care of each other because that is all you got...’ The phantom was Gunny’s prophesy from 
basic training that he drilled into each recruit, which forever became a part of me. How did he know? The 
Senior Master Sergeant baby-sat and fed me beer until my mood passed out then walked us to the transient 
barracks. They were full beyond capacity; guys were sleeping it off everywhere. He and other senior leaders, 
dressed in full uniform, medals and ribbons, spent all day and night babysitting to protect us from selves. While 
undergoing the shock of an undeserved dishonor by a nation that we defended that bayoneted us in the back for 
doing so. It was an important bond we shared that was never truer than on our day of infamy: “watch out for 
each other because that is all you got.” It was then that I garnered a new respect for the senior-most ranks. 
Before that they were just ‘old flies that ate shit and bothered people.’ Afterwards, I regarded them as wise 
sages - ‘Military Elders’ do not earn high rank being stupid. Today proved that. 


GUNNY'S RULES: Three lifetime lessons from a BMT - ‘basic Military training’ - Gunny Sgt that got me 
through Military duty and life thereafter: 


1. Never screw-over anyone — especially someone with nothing to lose. 
2. Do it right in drill and you will do it right in combat; this training will save your young asses. 


3. Each one of you is a target. Watch each other’s backs because nobody else does except as a 


target. Take care of each other because that is all you got! 


Honorably, I did not abandon my post; where would I go — here is all I got. Nothing else makes any sense to 
me now. To this country we were the enemy: the hated, ugly, US Armed Forces. Gunny was right; our backs 
were only targets to the very people we trusted. All of us bore the same wound, from the same hand, from the 
same backstabbing dagger. None of us anticipated a rear ambush from an unexpected foe: our country. I don’t 
reckon Gunny saw that one coming either. Our sin? Loyalty to a slut-whore Motherland. Our compensation? 
Sacrificed as duty-bound, wounded-scapegoats, bearing undeserved shame and national dishonor. 

Scapegoatism and blame are lame states of a diseased people. Today is Veterans Day, November 11, 2019. I 
released from dark places of mind, body and soul a grief enchained there for decades by finally accepting my 
disgrace — yes, I am a US Veteran not a Comprachicos freak. Then pondered, how many Veteran suicides 
occurred today because this country denied to them the necessary care each one needed to heal. Perhaps, it is 
only there where hell ends and grace begins. For Veterans like me, America died January 21, 1977 with a final 
betrayal by this country. That single shameful act downgraded all US war deaths, crippled and wounded to 
less than worthless; never have I seen so many patriotic sacrifices wasted so badly by a homeland. Why no 

it wastes everything else. Patriotism is a farce; money always talks while a broke Vet walks, as would any skid 
row bum. I have no beef with the hundreds of thousands of young men who protested the Vietnam War and 
refused impressment; those injustices needed abolishment; I harbor no ill towards Hanoi Jane in how she 
expressed the same point. I have issue with a treasonous Fatherland that forced war protesters, and draftees 
marched to war at gunpoint, into the position to do that in the first place. Then as our reward the US government 
of ‘We The People’ abandoned and betrayed us in toto. On that day, we all hung together on the same gallows 


pole. The USA as far as I am concerned died January 21, 1977. 








All non-military or non—Vets best pay attention; in your lifetime that Socialist betrayal awaits you. I 
never heard of disability or of a VA until leaving Military. Sickness and disability never crossed my mind and to 


tell the truth wish I had never heard of them at all. I am not a victim disabled by diseases, but simply limited 
with challenges to work around while doing life in hell. Perhaps there is a reason all the aforewritten is kept low 
key and clandestine by media. Given the magnitude of sick and dying Vets there is a very big warning that 
something serious is going on. Likewise, revealing the truth is bad for Military recruitment: invest someone 
else’s families, sons, and daughters. Fewer recruits choose to ‘serve’ this nation and with good reasons: why 
squander one’s life for a country of brave—coward, ingrates. Look at what Military enlistment does to recruits 
and how it mistreats them afterwards. A question to the patriotic fools who think that military duty is great — 
why are NOT the ‘all-volunteer’ armies bursting forth, beyond capacity with ‘volunteer recruits?’ The ranks are 
so short that to fill them, US Armed Services political policy makers are again very seriously considering 
reinstituting forced conscription or ‘the draft’ to fight America’s needless Wars. Which, by—the—way will include 
the fine liberated women of this country, too? To all of you wannabe fools parading around playing GI Jane and 
Joe, why be a phony imitation? Enlist! Learn what steel-trap recruitment contracts are all about when signing 
a Faustian agreement in blood with the Devil. No victim, no crime until your name is on that bottom line. 
Learn that once bound to it, what “that’s an order,” means to an indentured servant; and, that your new owners 
make and change all the rules to suit them not you. Afterwards, the Military head-trip then goes further 
southward on the road to hell where one learns what is a real, true, soldier, which is very different than dressing 
up as a Halloween clown on an ego trip. Cry for your mommy, daddy, lawyer, the President, congressperson, 
and senator, or ‘god’ anyone you wish, to no avail — a deal with the Devil is inviolate. You are in the Military 
now. That steel bear trap biting your ass is an enlistment contract gnawing years out of it — for the rest of your 
life. We Veterans are wounded and diseased medical coalmine canaries sounding a warning that no one hears. 
You will when our sicknesses affect you, your families, your kids, and grandkids. When you and they become ill 
from the same stuff that is crippling and killing us. Covid19 is only a foretaste of things to come. More 
terrifying is that the newer stuff is genetic, bio—virus, bio-warfare agents that attack the core of life: the 
autoimmune systems and blueprints of life. Government keeps us cloistered away from you in corrupt agencies 
like VA for a very good reason. Nero said he could do anything to dumb masses sleeping under his bread, 
wine, and circus tents. Personally research active and ex—military and civilian populations of Southeast Asia 
countries like Vietnam and elsewhere America has raged war. Study their diseases, birth defects, and worse. 
Note those same mysterious sicknesses have been spreading throughout US and rest of the world for the last 
half-century. You are not in Santa Clause syndrome reality anymore, America, but in a house of horrors living 
with illnesses unheard of only 60-80 years ago! Spreading through myriad, sundry vectors intentionally created 
and released among the naked apes for a purpose: to study effects advancing military weapon and medical 
science, and to refine as Bio—weapons using earth and inhabitants as a global laboratory. You going to tell me 
that “immaculate infection’ from ‘god’ is responsible for this stuff, too? Take that nonsense to Starbucks with 
five bucks and see which one buys you a coffee! Look around, what do you see? Your sick future that is what! 


I paid my dues to live here and will continue doing so until death paying far more than do 95% of the 
people in this country. All I hear from elected lootership, their cronies and constituent entitlement ‘have nots’ is 
“we want more’ while eating a free lunch on the free ride someone else rewarded them to enjoy. Americans do 
so little with and throw away so much of what is freely available to them bought by someone else, especially 
leisure time better spent on self-improvement than mind—fuck entertainment, which is easy when so few of them 
have any skin invested in the game. Only by losing everything I believed winnable and worth having did I learn 
none of the American dream is real: one has to be sleeping to believe it. For me, Fantasy Factory's Magic 
Kingdom has left the building forever. I got nothing more to give. As Americans wake up from their delusions, 
brutal truth of reality, culture, and society will literally eat what is left of them alive. Life is a losing game all 
round and to think I wasted it so badly in following beliefs of cradle to grave conditioning in learning that 
lesson. John Lennon put it well in lyrics to one of his songs: “When you are born they keep you so small by 
giving you no time instead of it all...” I spent a life to learn that perspective. Who and what ever controls the 
money, politics, and mass media controls this world carnival, and can spin any mirage necessary to serve their 
agenda. What do you see today? The perfect slave who says, “I am not a slave...” 


